CHAPTER   XX

THE   ICE   IS   BROKEN

I AM back in my home at London. Behind me is a journey
of almost twenty thousand miles, into an Empire of the
future.

It introduced me to a variety of people; many enthusiastic,
full of love and faith in their work; some unhappy and broken
by one of the most decisive turns of human history; most
of them kind and helpful, a few narrow-minded and pre-
judiced. There was very little adventure of the twopenny
magazine type, but a wealth of romance and thrill in a
higher sense. I saw a great community of men and women
struggling against nature, carrying the flag of human victory
into a world which seemed untamable wilderness until
yesterday.

The first realistic question put to me, by friends and by
myself, was: Is it all worth while?
Will it be of standing value to them and to us?
Value is a relative conception. We must make it clear
first of all from what point of view we start off, on what
standards we base our consideration, on what scales we
measure. ^Commercial value? Even that is not sufficient
qualification in this case. Russia and the capitalist world
are organized on different lines. Production both here
and there claims to be for the satisfaction of human demand
in goods and services. We believe that private initiative
and competition, and the motive of individual profit, are
the strongest incentive to efficient creative activity. The
Russians hold that the high standard of modern industrial
organization requires collective effort, social control, planned
economy. This enterprise of developing the Polar regions
for industry and transport is a tremendous enterprise. It
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